
pleapmt conceited Ccmedie: 

A greenc Goofe, aGoddefle.pure pureydotarie. 

God amende vs,God amende, we are much out a th’vvay* 

Enter Dumdine: 

Long. By whom fh all I fend this(companie. ? ) Stay. 

' Terow . All hid,ali hid, an olde infant play, 

Like a demie God, here fit I in the fkie. 

And wretched fooles fecrets heedfully ore ey. 

More Sac ks to the myll . O heauens I haue my wyflb, 

Darn am c transformed, foure Woodcocks in a dyfh* 

Duma. O mod deuine Kate. 

Terow * O molt prophane coxcombe, 

. Duma. By heauen the woonder in a mortall eye* 

Her. By earth fhe is not, corporall, there you ly . 

Duma. Her Amber heires for foule hath amber cotcd* 
Her, An amber colourdRauen was well noted* 

Duma. AsvprightastheCeder* 

Ter. Stoope I lay, her fhouldcr is with child*' 

Duma. Asfaircasday. 

Ter. I as fome daycs,but then no Sunne muft /bine* 
Duma., O that I had my wifh? 

Long. And 1 had mine* 

King\ And mine too good Lord* 

Ter. V\men,fo I had mine : Is not that a good word? 
Duma. I would forget her, but a Fcuer Ihee 
Raignes in my blood, and will remembred be* 

Ter. A Feuer in your blood, why then incifion 
Would let her out in Sawcers/weete mifprifon, 

Dum. Once more lie reade the Odo that 1 haue writ. 
Ter, Once moredlemarkc how Loue can varrie Wif» 
Dumdine r cades his Sonnet • 

On aday,alacke the day : 

Louc, whole Month is euer May: 

Spied a blofibmc pasfing fairc. 

Playing in the wanton aire: 

Through the Veluetjleaucs the wind, 

AH vnfeenCjCan paflagefinde : 

That the Louer iicke to death, 
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called Loues Labor s lojl. 

Wi(h himfelfe the henuens breath# 

Ayre (quoth he) thy cheekes may blow* 

Avre would I might triumph fo# 

But alacke my hand is fyvorne, 

Nere to plucke thee from thy throne : 

Vow alacke for youth vnmeete. 

Youth fo apt to pluck a fwcetc. 

Do not call it finne in me, 

That I am foHwornefor thee: 

Thou for whom lone would fweare, 
lmo but ari <zs£thiop were. 

And denie himfelfe for lone. 

Turning mortall for thy loue# 

This will Ifcnd,aiidfomething els more plainer 
That (hall exprefle my trucloues faffing paine* 

0 would the King, Berome, and Longanill , 

Were Loucrs too, ill to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a periurde note: j 
For none offende,where all alike do dote# 

Long . . Diimaine thy Louc is farre from charitic 5 
That in loues griefe defirft focictie: 

You may looke pale, but 1 fhould blufh I know. 

To be ore-hard and taken napping fo# 

King. Come fir, you blufh : as his, your cafe is fuch* 
You chide at him, offending tw r ice as much. 

You do not loue zJffaria} Longauile , 

Did neuer Sonnet for her fake compile. 

Nor neuer lay his wreathed armes athwart 
Hislouingbofome, tokeepe downehis hart* 

1 haue been clofely fhrowded in this buffi,' 

And markt you both, and for you both did blufh. 

I heard your guyltie Rimes, obferude your fafhiont 
Saw fighes reeke from you,noted well your pafhion. 
Ay mee fayes one/ O lone the other cry.es/ 

One her haires.wcre Golde,Chriffal the others eyes. 
You would for Parradife breake Fayth and troth^ 
And lone for your Loue would infringe an oth* 

What will Berome fay when that he (hall heare 
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